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And yet | guess it makes me smile 


The minute | woke up | was in a great party mood. | loved the feeling of anticipation We had just sent the new 
album to be pressed. The mastering had gone well, the cover-art and sleeve were done. It felt great to finally 
let it go. We had this tradition of throwing a sending off party and | couldn't get ready fast enough. As | 


stepped into the shower | was mentally preparing what | would wear. 


The warm water ran down my body, washing away the soap. The simple thought of what was coming made me 
hard. | wrapped my hand around the growing flesh. | welcomed the friction and tilted my head backwards, in 
pleasure and to get the wet hair out of my face. 


My hand was moving up and down my length at a steady pace when the doorbell interrupted me. | cursed my 
bad luck and reluctantly got out of the shower. Covering myself with a towel, | answered the door. And there 
was Mick. 


"Hi Mick, what're you doing here?" | tucked a strand of damp hair behind my ear. 


‘| was bored and thought we could have a couple of beers before we went to the party." His large paw held a 


six-pack. 


"Great ideal" | stepped aside and let him in. He sat down on the couch and opened a beer. 

"lim just gonna put something on.. | will be right back." 

| slipped into my black pj-bottoms. | hated the feel of wet hair on my back so | decided to blow-dry it. 

| was about half-way done when Mick came into the bedroom and handed me an opened beer. | took a sip of 
the cold drink and kept on working on my hair. He sat on the bed and watched in silence. Even though Mick had 
seen me half-naked many times before | felt slightly uncomfortable with him watching. It was difficult to 
ignore the difference between him and me. We both got blue eyes and dyed our long hair black but that was it. 
Mick is 6'2, I'm barely 5'3. Mick's body is strong, muscular and inked. I'm just pale, thin and short. 


| turned off the dryer and went for the nearly empty beer-bottle. But before | could reach it Mick closed his 


long fingers around my wrist. 

"Come on, | wanna show you something." 

He got off the bed and trailed me behind, down stairs and pushed me down on the couch. 

Then Mick went into the kitchen, got two more beers and came back with a beautiful black book that he 
handed me. It was a photo album. | flipped the pages and looked at the pictures of us. There were photos with 
and without masks, on stage, backstage, in hotels and at airports. Most of them were great, taken by 
professional photographers but our friends had taken some. 

The gift was thoughtful and it made me happier than in a long time. When | got to the picture where | wore 
nothing but two masks | tried to turn the page quickly but Mick placed his large hand on it. It made a loud 
bang when he hit the book. My heart beat fast. 

"That's my favourite. | look at it all the time." 


| gasped when he moved his hand from the photo album to my thigh. | felt shivers going down my spine and 
straight to my groin. 


"What are you doing? Mick?" 


"Oh, | think you know what l'm doing, Joey." His voice was low, barely a murmur. "I think you know how much 


you turn me on" 
| was paralysed. Then his hand travelled up my leg and stroked my cock trough the black fabric. 


"See! You like it. | knew you would.” He flashed me one of those sinister smiles that made him look like a villain 


"| don't know.." | looked at him from under lowered lashes, showing him my most innocent face. 

But there was no way | could have denied that | was hard. With a strained sigh | leaned back and rested my 
head on his broad chest. | was amazed by how light the touch of his large hand felt on my leg. He moved 
closer and closer and when he finally caressed my longing member with his strong fingers | couldn't stop 
myself from whimpering. 

Mick slipped off the couch. He looked enormous even when he was sitting on the floor in front of me. | was in 
no place to protest when he grabbed the lining of my pyjamas and undressed me. When he kissed my stomach 
it was more a display of power than of affection. He had all his clothes on and there | was; naked with an 


uncompromising hard on. Exposed. 


| watched as he gradually went down on me, flicking his tongue over my most sensitive spots. It was amazing. 


It didnt take long until | was close and he had to pull away. 

Mick stood up, towering over me. He took off his t-shirt and revealed his muscular upper body. Not sure what 
| was supposed to do, | looked down on my hands in my lap when | heard a clinging noise and assumed he had 
opened his belt. | just had to peek when he unzipped his jeans. A quick tug at the back denim and white cotton 
and his throbbing flesh was out in the open. Many men would have been proud of being born with half the size 
of what Mick had. 

| felt his hand in my hair and he pulled me towards him. Now | knew what to do. | closed my eyes and opened 
my mouth as much as | possibly could My lips drifted down his arousal and a mild but salty taste hit my 


tongue. 


The rumbling noise in the back of his throat sent chills down my spine. With mild force and a hand on my neck 


Mick controlled the pace. He moved at a steady beat, Suddenly | felt his grip tighten slightly and he pulled out 
He bent down and with his mouth right by my ear he whispered. 

"| wanna fuck you" 

My stomach tightened in shock and excitement 

“Ht wouldn't work... How could l. You're too." | looked at him pleadingly. 

"Hl go slow." 

"0-oh.. Okay..But you have got to be careful. Promise!" 

"Dont worry. lIl play nice. | promise” 


He scooped me up and placed me on my back. His long black hair brushed over my side as he picked up his 


jeans from the floor. He reached into his pocket and took out a small tube of lube. | was pleased he hadn't 


forgotten and | waited as he squeezed out a rather large amount into the palm of his hand. 

He sat down between my legs, lifted the right one and spread the cold, clear liquid on every side of my 
entrance. Unhurriedly he entered me with a finger. | exhaled. Two more and he had me panting hard. He pulled 
out and repositioned himself. 

Mick looked at me with dark eyes, semi-covered by long strands of black hair. 

"Try to relax." 

| looked down on his glistening cock and thought to myself that it was easy for him to say. | felt the tip of his 
cock against my tight muscle, but no matter how hard he pressed, it wouldn't give way. He applied some more 
lube and tried again | took control over my body and relaxed. | felt a well-defined sting and | knew he had only 
started He kept going, stretching me little by little. Then he stopped. | knew what he was waiting for, what he 
wanted me To say. 

"You're hurting me," | whimpered. "Mick... Please...” 

"Calm down" His voice was stern. 

| tried my best to do as | was told, concentrating on my breathing. When Mick felt my muscles relax he drove 
himself to the hilt. A sharp breath. Followed by a slow exhale. He slid out a bit and made me moan. | heard him 
breath heavily above me. 

"Fuck me," | whispered softly. 

Slowly, Mick pulled out, leaving only the tip of his cock inside of me. With one hand on my hip and one on my 
thigh he thrust back in. Fast and hard. Repeating his movement over and over Mick made me groan loudly. All 
my inhibitions were gone. Out the window. It felt so good. | needed him badly. No more self-control. 

"Fuck me, Mick! Fuck me hard!" | hissed. 

"Show me that you want me." 

He got off me and laid back on the couch. His massive body was covered with tiny beads of sweat. He gave me 
no chance to hesitate. He folded his right hand around his hard on and pulled me harshly on top off him. | 
straddled him and lowered myself down on his solid dick. He held on to my hips and guided me up and down. 


"You like this, don't you!" He growled. "You just love it, when | fuck youl” 


"Yes, Mick! Need. |. Need. More." 


Hard and aggressive, he buried himself deep inside of me. Without losing momentum he sat up straight. A large 
hand on my the small of my back and he held me tight, close to his warm body. He whispered obscenities in 
my ear. Taking me closer to completion 

"Please." My voice was throaty but he knew what | wanted, what | needed. 

His strong, callused fingers were around my aching flesh. It took no more than two, maybe three strokes, until 
| came long and hard My muscles cramping on him took Mick over the edge with a loud grunt. Without his 
firm grip around my shoulders | would have collapsed. 

Mick slanted back against the couch and took me with him in a tired embrace. He reached for the beer and 
downed it in three large gulps. | rested my head on his broad chest. Our thumping heartbeats made me drift 
off. 

"Joe?" 

"Hmm..." 

"How about a quick shower? Party starts in less than an hour so we better get going" 

"Okay." 

| climbed off Mick and grabbed my pyjamas from the floor. | leaned down and kissed him affectionately. 


"Thank you." 


"Anything for you, Joey". He kissed me on the forehead. "Tomorrow, when we're hung over and wanna have 


pizza you can be the pizza-deliverer. How's that for a scenario?" 

"I love your wicked games." 

We went upstairs, to our bedroom. Mick picked up the towel that | had used earlier. 

"Joey! 

"What?" 

Ive told you that if you leave another wet towel on MY side of the bed I'd have to punish you!" 


"Yeah... | know...” 


The end 


